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Crown.    The Indian Mutiny had stirred  him to the depths.
Letters from the Rev. J5. Jowett.
Dec. 1858. DEAR MRS TENNYSON,
We shall long remember your kind hospitality, which made the Easter Vacation a very happy time to us.
You asked me whether I could suggest any subjects for poetry. I have been so presumptuous as to think of some. I don't believe that poetical feelings and imagery on subjects can ever be exhausted. That is only a fancy which comes over us when our minds are dry or in moments of depression. This generation is certainly more poetical and imaginative than the last, and perhaps in spite of the critics the next may be more poetical than our own.
And as to the critics their power is not really great. Waggon-loads of them are lighting fires every week or on their way to the grocers.
I often fancy that the critical form of modern literature is like the rhetorical one which overlaid ancient literature and will be regarded as that is, at its true worth in after times. One drop of natural feeling in poetry or the true statement of a single new fact is already felt to be of more value than all the critics put together.
I suggested "old age" to Mr Tennyson, a sort of "In Memoriam" over a lost child, wandering in soothing strains over all the thoughts and feelings of the aged. It always seems to me that " old age " has been badly treated by poets notwithstanding Burns' beautiful ballad. Its beauty, its sadness, its peace, its faded experience of life are good elements of poetry. An old lady once said to me quite simply, " The spirits of my children always seem to hover about me1." Might not something of the kind be expressed in verse ? If it could, like " The May Queen/' it would touch the chords of many hearts.
The 2 Sam. xix. 34, 35 is to me a very affecting passage.
1 My father had heard this saying before, and it was the germ of " The Grandmother."